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Dear Reader:

Welcome to the upscale, flashy, and prominent world of the Houston Family. From the outside, the Houstons seem like the perfect American dream: successful husband, beautiful wife, and three amazing daughters. Sheltered throughout their entire lives, the Houston sisters are thrown completely off-balance when both of their parents die suddenly on the same day. Without any direction, and having never been allowed to have relationships with men, they are all faced with decisions that they never anticipated having to make until well into the future.

We Didn’t See It Coming by Christine Young-Robinson is a true eye-opener on many levels. Skeletons fall out of the mansion closets as the sisters find out that their parents who seemingly could do no wrong had somehow managed to pull the proverbial wool over their eyes over and over again. The sisters find themselves struggling to hold things together, forcing the bond between them to remain strong, and discovering that generational wealth can come with a huge price tag of its own.

As always, thanks for supporting the authors of Strebor Books. We strive to bring you the future in prolific literature today by publishing cutting-edge, inspiring, thought-provoking titles.
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Chapter 1

Rupert Houston must pay, Aniyah, twenty-eight years old, thought as she stared at the number on her cell phone of one of the wealthiest self-made businessmen in South Carolina. She was his mistress—until he decided that she was no longer of use to him.

Without hesitation, Aniyah tapped the touch screen with the tip of her middle finger on her right hand, allowing the call to go through. As she paced the kitchen floor of her apartment, three rings chimed in her ear before his voicemail came on.

“Bastard!” she yelled; she knew he was avoiding her call.

His home phone was next on her list to call. Aniyah did not care who answered. Extremely frustrated with him, she called the number. To her surprise, Rupert picked up.

“Kenley is not home, call back later,” Rupert said, assuming that the call most likely was for his youngest daughter.

“Why didn’t you answer your damn cell phone?” She startled him.

“How did you get this number? This is a private line. How dare you call my home?” he yelled.

“Obviously, it’s not too private. I got it. Again, answer my question: Why didn’t you answer your cell phone?”

“What if my wife or one of my girls had picked up? Have you lost it or what?” Rupert was furious.

“I’m one of your girls, too. Don’t I count for anything?”

“Aniyah, okay, you made me aware of that. I’ve left you in my will. I’m willing to give you any money you need right now to take care of yourself, but that’s where it ends. My wife has medical problems, and I don’t want to do anything to upset her. Her doctor’s orders are to keep her calm.”

Aniyah listened to him. She had convinced him that she was his illegitimate daughter from his pregnant Mexican servant, Tessa Sanchez, whom he fired years earlier.

“I don’t want your pity story. I could bust up your happy home anytime I want to.”

“I know that, Aniyah, and that’s what I’m over here fighting for you not to do. My girls and my wife think the utmost of me,” he said as he pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket. He wiped the sweat that began to moisten his face.

Aniyah giggled. “They won’t be thrilled to hear that you slept with me. Your family will flip over the shocking news. I’m the daughter that knows the real truth about you.”

Rupert played the situation over and over in his mind, how she was supposed to be his treat for one night on a business trip that ultimately turned into an affair. How was he to know that she was the child of the Mexican servant that he had impregnated and then fired?

“What kind of creature are you? You knew I was your father, yet you still slept with me.”

Aniyah laughed out loud. “Get over it. You want a better story than that one? I do have one.”

Puzzled, he asked, “What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about one of your other precious daughters.”

“Which one?” Rupert said, wishing he could reach through the phone to grab and shake her for the way she was talking about his daughters. “Just say what you have to say.”

“I don’t know those damn high-class bitches’ names. But one of them is banging your dear lawyer friend.” Aniyah laughed wickedly.

Rupert stood up and yelled into the phone, “You’re lying.”

“Don’t call me a liar, you poor excuse for a damn papa. I know what the hell I’m talking about. I may not be one of your high-class daughters, but I can find out shit when I want to!” she shouted back. “If I say one of them is banging the damn lawyer, then she is. Call the bastard and find out.”

Rupert slammed the phone down in her ear.

“Oh, no he didn’t!” she hissed as the dial tone rang in her ear.

Aniyah tried to call him back but he did not answer. Infuriated, Aniyah began to throw whatever was within her reach across the room. As much as she hated the way that he treated her, there were redeeming factors about Rupert. She admired his natural hair with salt-and-pepper waves. The suits that Rupert wore were tailored for his muscular body. His skin was as flawless as hers. They used to endure facials when they were together, when she was all that he thought about. All she thought about now was that he had to pay. She sat on a plush white loveseat and began polishing her toes in a deep beet-red shade.

• • •

Rupert was relieved that he would have some time to himself. After all, his favorite girls were out having a day of their own.

Stepping inside his walk-in closet, which was filled with his collection of designer suits, ties, shirts and shoes, he removed his silk blue tie and tossed it onto an ottoman, followed by his blue pinstriped suit jacket.

Too exhausted from a long day at his construction company, Rupert walked out of the closet and made his way to the double-pane plate glass window. He looked out at Lake Murray to relieve himself of the tension from work and the personal problems that dominated his mind. The water always kept him calm when work became too stressful, but now his personal life was in turmoil, like the choppy waves of the water in the wintertime.

Leaving the vision of the lake, Rupert picked up his cell phone and called his attorney.

“Baron Chavis’ office,” the secretary answered.

“This is Mr. Houston. Get Baron on the line, Sara.” he ordered.

He waited for a moment until his attorney picked up.

“What can I do for you, Mr. Houston?”

Instead of bringing up Aniyah’s gossip, even though it baffled him about the accusations she made about one of his daughters, he simply asked, “That new will I had you to draw up…you better still have it on hold. You didn’t file it, did you?”

“I have it right here on my desk in front of me. It won’t go any further until you give me the okay.”

He sighed. “Thanks, Baron; I don’t know what I would do without you. I’ll get back to you soon enough. I wanted Aniyah to see me give it to you. Talk to you later, buddy.”

Rupert hung up and went back to stare out of the window. His cell phone rang, distracting him from a sailboat going by. He looked at the number displayed. No way was he answering another call from Aniyah. The last ring grew silent and he was relieved.

Once again, the gossip that Aniyah shared with him ran across his mind like a marathon runner. It can’t be true. Everyone who works for him knew the Houston Rule. Plain and simple—nobody dealt with any of his girls. Period! It was his duty to pick the right men for them.

Baron was his longtime attorney for all of his personal and work business. Rupert trusted him like he was his son, but to clear any doubts he called the Chavis Law Firm again.

“Sara, get Baron on the line immediately.”

Baron again picked up. “Mr. Houston, you needed something else?”

“Are you or are you not messing with one of my girls?” he asked calmly.

Mr. Chavis hesitated. “Noelle and I only met up one time at a coffee shop. We chatted over a cup of hot coffee,” he said, speaking of the second of Houston’s three daughters.

“You son of a bitch.” Rupert realized that Aniyah’s gossip was true. “What happened after that?”

“Absolutely nothing,” Baron fibbed to cover himself.

Rupert marched back and forth on the white carpet below his feet; tension etched furrows in his forehead. He didn’t believe a word that his attorney was saying.

“I’m warning you, Baron, there better not be anything else.”

“I promise you, Mr. Houston, it was a brief encounter.”

“Get off my phone.” He hung up and called Aniyah back.

“I spoke to Baron and he swore to me that he and my Noelle only met for a cup of hot coffee.”

“Your precious girl is your lawyer’s whore,” Aniyah insisted.

Rupert yelled, “No one bad mouths one of my girls. Aniyah, you’re despicable!”

“Your lawyer is lying to protect his ass. He’s banging her and I can prove it.” The phone beeped.

“Hold on, I’m not finished with you. I have another call,” Rupert said as he switched over to another line.

“Yes, Kenley.”

“Dad,” his youngest daughter said, but was corrected in the background by her oldest sister, Milandra.

“I mean, Father, I need to talk to you.”

“I’m busy. Make it quick. What is it?” he asked abruptly.

Kenley talked a hundred miles per minute. “My sixteenth birthday is coming up. I realize my sisters had their parties at the yacht club,” she explained. She sat across from her mother and two older sisters as they waited on their lunch. “Father, it’s a new day. I want to have my party by the pool at home. Can I please break this crazy tradition?”

“Damn it, you called me for that? Speak to your mother!” he yelled and hung up.

Rupert switched back to the other line. “Aniyah, take back what you said about my Noelle.”

“Get your ass to a computer.”

Rupert went to the far end of the east wing of the house to his study. He logged on to the Internet on his laptop that sat on a desk with a gorgeous cherry finish.

“What’s your email address?” she asked curiously.

He was hesitant about giving Aniyah any of his email addresses, but Rupert gave up an email address he barely used.

“You better not be playing around. I have no time for foolishness.”

“Shut up! Just get ready to see with your own cutie eyes,” she flirted.

The email finally came through to his computer screen. He clicked on it and downloaded the image. There, in vivid color, was his daughter, Noelle, in the arms of Baron. Her breasts were partially exposed.

“Now who’s telling the truth, dear Papa? My half-sister looks great in that position.” Aniyah laughed. “I’m sure your friends would love to get a copy. Don’t play with me; I’m no one to mess with.” She threatened and hung up on him.

Rupert called the Chavis Law Firm again. The secretary picked up and turned the call over to her boss.

“Yes, Mr. Houston.”

“Baron, you’re lucky you’re not here right now. I would strangle you to death.”

“You can’t be serious. You’re not still sweating me about Noelle and me having a cup of coffee together, are you?”

“I saw it with my own eyes. I’ve got the email to prove it. You’re sleeping with my Noelle. No one touches my girls, you bastard. You’re fired! Send over all the files from my company and my personal files, too. Do it right away and stay the hell away from my Noelle or I’ll strangle you with my bare hands.”

“Okay, I admit, we had a little kiss. Is that any reason to fire me?”

Houston clearly saw the email image in his mind. “Liar!” he yelled and threw the cell phone across the room, smashing it against the wall.

First Aniyah, now you, Baron, and my precious daughter have betrayed me behind my back. Rupert started to get up and felt lightheaded. He gasped for breath and his chest tightened. He grabbed his chest, attempting to unbutton his shirt, as blood rushed to his head. Trying to make his way out of the bedroom, he tumbled onto the floor.

There Rupert lay with his right hand on his chest. He mumbled, “My life is over.”



Chapter 2

On the third Friday of every month, the Houston daughters had lunch with their mother. This was their time to bond.

After they dined on baked chicken parmesan and a Caesar salad, Milandra Houston, the oldest daughter of Rupert and Alana Houston, led the way out of the Italian restaurant. Wearing a two-piece, soft-pink linen pantsuit, she strutted in her open-toe pumps. Her handbag coordinated beautifully with her outfit. Each tap from the heels of her pumps was like a melody being played by a pianist. Her dark-brown hair was combed back off her face into a French roll, enhancing her glowing caramel complexion.

Walking by her side was her youngest sister, Kenley, dressed in a mint-green, sleeveless linen dress. She would have preferred wearing a pair of casual shorts and a tee shirt. Her hair, pulled away from her face, showed off her golden complexion.

Noelle, the middle daughter, took a bite out of a walnut cookie. She fastidiously brushed crumbs from her turquoise linen pantsuit. Her light-brown hair, which bounced against her shoulders, framed her warm milk chocolate complexion perfectly.

“You don’t want to mess up that figure you worked so hard to obtain,” their mother called as she caught up to them after taking care of the check. Pearl-colored polish gleamed on her perfectly manicured nails as she clenched her black-and-white clutch purse. She studied Noelle—her lookalike. She admired her daughter for shedding thirty pounds within the past year.

“Noelle, that’s about five pounds you’ve added back onto your waistline or hips,” Alana said as she watched Noelle devour the cookie in two bites.

“Unbelievable,” Milandra said, noticing her sister, too.

“I’ll work it off playing tennis or swimming a few laps around the pool,” Noelle said as she and Milandra had taken time out from their tennis games to join their mother for lunch.

They made their way through the door to see that the limo had arrived to pick them up. The driver tilted his black hat as if to say hello. He opened the door.

“What did Father say about your birthday party?” Milandra asked Kenley as she was the first to get into the limo.

“He screamed at me,” Kenley whined.

“That’s not like Father,” Milandra said.

“He’s a busy man. He’s probably on a construction site,” Noelle said in her father’s defense.

“You can talk with your father this evening when he comes home,” their mother said.

Kenley mumbled, “Discuss it with Mother. That’s the last thing he said.”

Her sisters giggled.

“It’s not funny at all. You two are way older than me. Yacht club parties are not for today’s teenagers. A pool party at home is the best. At the yacht club, my friends and I will have to listen to boring piano music. At home, we can listen to current hip-hop and pop music.”

“Mother, see what happens when you have an ‘oops’ baby?” Milandra teased.

“You’re plain old mean.” Kenley pouted.

Alana Houston was startled when the doctor told her that she was pregnant with Kenley. She knew exactly what day she had conceived. Her husband had not touched her in months. She felt he was going elsewhere to satisfy his sexual hunger. But one night, his so-called meeting must have ended earlier than he expected and he came to bed craving her, as if he was a wild animal starving for food. He awakened her from her sleep. Alana felt as if he was raping her instead of making love to her. He ripped her silk-lace gown from her body. Plunging on top of her, he entered with force. After three humps, he ran out of gas. Kenley was born nine months later. She saw to it that Kenley was home-schooled by a private tutor.

Kenley made new friends with her busy schedule—taking tennis and piano lessons and belonging to social teen clubs. Her sisters coached her in piano and tennis. After all, they were skilled in the same activities. Unlike her family members, who were Harvard University graduates, Kenley’s goal was to break the family tradition and attend Spelman College.

Mrs. Houston glimpsed down at her diamond watch. “We have a little time to go pick out Kenley’s party dress.”

“I’ll need a new bathing suit,” Kenley hinted.

“Nonsense. You must follow the family tradition. Every daughter of mine celebrates her birthday at the yacht club.”

“That’s awful! It’ll be boring and my friends won’t have any fun,” Kenley cried.

“It’s traditional,” her mother reminded her. “Kenley Houston, you will not embarrass me in public the way you talk.”

“Mother,” Kenley said.

“No back talk.” Milandra jumped in as they headed to their next destination.

Kenley looked out of the window as they drove off. She folded her arms and sat back in her seat, pouting.

“Why are you so quiet, Noelle? Is there something you want to talk about?” Alana asked, noticing her daughter was lost in her thoughts.

“No, Mother, I’m just not in a talkative mood. Kenley has a mouthful for all of us.”

“Yes, she does,” Milandra agreed.

Noelle wanted to spill her thoughts. The secret she held would overshadow her baby sister’s argument about a party. It would be a long lecture about what a Houston should do or not do. She wanted no parts of hearing the Houston book of rules, and she dared not share her secret. Her mother would be furious. After having a heart attack a year ago, her delicate heart might not be up to par for such a secret.

“Mother, did you take your medicine this morning?” Noelle asked her.

“Not as of yet. I’m changing my medicine schedule. I’ll start taking it in the evening, after supper.”

“Mother,” Milandra said, “don’t go changing things around. You’ll take the medicine as soon as you get home.”

Alana Houston loved the concern her daughters had for her. Their attentiveness to her health made her admire them even more. “I will. I want to be around to do many lunches with my daughters.”

• • •

“Mother, this is too much,” Kenley told her as she turned around in front of a three-way mirror in the dressing room. She went over to a chair and tried to sit down. The excessive fabric made it difficult for her to sit. “See, I can’t sit down,” she complained.

“You’ll be dancing the night away. No need for sitting,” Noelle said as she peeked down into her handbag at her cell phone. She noticed Baron’s number displayed on the screen. She was not happy that she was not able to return his call.

“It’s lovely, Kenley,” Milandra commented.

The final decision was supposed to be her mother’s, but as usual, the majority ruled. Therefore, Kenley was outvoted.

The salesperson hung a garment bag over the peach-colored satin dress with a crinoline slip attached underneath, below the bodice. She handed it to Kenley, who carried it out of the boutique. The Houstons loaded up into the limo and headed home.

As they drove up to the front of the estate, Alana surprised Kenley. “I’ve decided you will be the first to have two parties, one by the poolside and the other at the yacht club.”

Kenley scooted over her sisters to give her mother a grateful hug. “I love you, Mother. Thanks so much.”

“Mother, I knew you would give in,” Milandra said annoyed, looking out at the carpet of grass that covered the grounds. Any golfer in South Carolina would think the grass was an ideal spot to putt.

The heat from the sun beamed down on them, but the view of the water fountain in the front yard gave them a vision of coolness. Kenley, the first out of the limo, noticed that the limo her father rode home in every day was parked near the house. She dashed through the front door. “Father, you’re home,” she called, but got no response.

Her mother followed closely behind her daughter. “Kenley, go hang your garment up in your closet. You have plenty of time to show it off to your father. He’s probably handling business in his study.”

Kenley made her way up the staircase to the west wing of the house. As she entered her room, a world of bold shades of pink, green and orange showered her with colors. The drapes were drawn, letting in the brilliant sunlight. Before she went and hung up her dress, she glimpsed lots of water from her window—the placid lake and the pool with a cascading waterfall.

Alana made her way up the stairs. Milandra kept talking, holding Noelle up from making her one phone call.

Milandra looked at her mother. “Mother, take your heart pill,” she reminded her.

Alana reached the top of the staircase and took a deep breath. She made her way down the long hallway to her bedroom, located in the east wing of the house.

Reaching for the door, she discovered her husband’s arms stretched out on the floor into the hallway. Startled by the sight and fearful for her husband, she dropped her black-and-white clutch purse on the floor near his hand. She tried to belt out a loud scream, but her vocal cords seemed numb.

Holding on to the wall, she backed up all the way down the hallway until she reached the top of the staircase. Her daughters noticed the flushed look on their mother’s face. They noticed that she tried to speak, but no words came out of her mouth.

“What’s wrong, Mother?” they asked.

Alana tried desperately to hold on to the banister. She took one step, and like a falling model, unable to prevent the fall, she tumbled down the stairs. Her head crashed against the hardwood floor with a bang. The girls screamed, running to their mother’s aid.

Kenley came out of her room, looked down the staircase to see her mother spread out on the floor below. “Mother, Mother!” she screamed.

“Call an ambulance,” Milandra suggested.

Noelle reached into her handbag and pulled out her cell phone. She keyed 9-1-1 into the dial pad.

Maintaining her composure, Milandra looked up at Kenley and ordered: “Find Father quick. Go find Father!”

Noelle, busy on the phone, tried to speak to the operator between shedding tears. “They want to know if Mother has a pulse,” she cried.

Milandra placed her fingers on her mother’s wrist; she felt no pulse. She screamed, “I don’t feel a thing. Tell them to stop asking so many questions.” She was losing her cool. “Just hurry and send an ambulance. We need help.”

Kenley ran to the east wing of the house. “Father! Father!” she bellowed. “It’s Mother! She’s fallen and she’s unconscious.”

One shock was too many. When Kenley reached her parents’ bedroom and saw her father laid out on the floor, her scream became like a siren. “Aw…!” Kenley now realized what had made her mother fall down the stairs. “Mother discovered Father on the floor.” Full of tears, she ran to get help. She looked down the stairs at her sisters and pointed toward the east wing. “It’s Father! He’s unconscious, too, just like Mother.”

“Stay with Mother, Noelle. I’ll see about Father,” Milandra said, taking control back, making her way up the stairs.

Kenley sat down on the hall floor against the wall. She placed the cell phone on the floor. She buried her head between her knees and became a human waterfall. Tears dampened her dress.



Chapter 3

Reared back in his seat, Baron wondered how Rupert had found out about his brief encounter with Noelle. He had told him the truth, but Houston insisted that he still was a liar.

Rupert was protective of his daughters, but to have one of them followed was a bit too much to believe. He concluded that Rupert had had a private investigator follow and photograph their brief kiss.

Now Baron was losing his biggest client because he had challenged the Houston Rule for a second time.

The first time was because of Tessa Sanchez. He remembered walking up to the front door of the Houstons’ home years ago. Tessa appeared at the door—as beautiful as ever—with gorgeous, long dark hair. She wore a black maid’s uniform with a white apron that hugged her slender waistline. She gave him the biggest smile ever.

“Hello, welcome to the Houston Estate,” she had said in her Spanish accent.

Her large eyes mesmerized him.

“Thank you. I’m here to see Rupert Houston.”

Tessa moved aside and led him down the art gallery hallway. Lots of art in gold and bronze frames hung against the lemon-colored walls. She escorted him into a room that Mr. Houston had named The Gentleman’s Lounge. It was furnished with two brown leather loveseats with creamed-colored cushions, and it was accented with multicolored striped pillows that sat between round Chippendale sofa tables. A reddish, burgundy-colored ottoman sat on top of a rug that highlighted all the colors in the room. He noticed a pool table in the room a few feet away from where he stood.

“Have a seat. Mr. Houston will be with you in a minute. May I get you anything while you wait?”

He wanted to say to Tessa, “It’s you I want.” But instead he answered, “I’m fine. Thank you for your warm hospitality.”

She left the room as Rupert came in. “Hello, Baron. How are you?”

“I’m fine; just admiring the beauty of your housekeeper.”

“Yes, Tessa is a pretty girl and a very hard worker.”

“She deserves more,” Baron said with a sparkle in his eye.

“I see you’re having an instant crush on my help,” Rupert said as he gave him a stare.

Baron explained: “I recognize beauty when I see it.”

The men went on with their business deals. After that day, Baron made it his obligation to come over as often as he could. Any invitations from Rupert were always accepted.

Rupert’s jealous ways manifested one particular day when Baron came to his home.

Tessa was busy polishing silver in the kitchen. “Hello, Mr. Chavis.” She smiled.

“To you, it’s Baron.”

“I’m sorry, but Mr. Houston gave me strict orders to only call you Mr. Chavis.”

“Never mind him; it’ll be our secret. Is he in?”

“Mr. Houston said to tell you he’ll be in shortly.”

Baron came close up behind her. He laid his hands over hers as she tried to continue to polish the silver. She trembled as he touched her.

“You’re so pretty. I’ve wanted to touch you for a long time.”

Blowing kisses on her neck, Baron traveled his hands through her hair. Her hair felt like silk to him.

“Please, I don’t want to lose my work.”

“Tessa, I can take you away from this job. You can become the lady of my house.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Houston have been good to me since I came here from Mexico. I could never leave them. I’m forever loyal to them.”

He turned her around and pulled her closer to him as he tasted the sweetness of her lips. She tried to pull away, but the force of his lips on hers made her submit to the hunger she also had for him.

Rupert made his way into the kitchen where he witnessed them kissing. “What’s going on in here?” he shouted.

Tessa pushed Baron away. “Sir, please don’t fire me,” she cried.

“Run along, Tessa. I’ll deal with you later.”

She left the room. The two men came face to face. Baron could see the wrinkles of frustration and anger forming on Rupert’s forehead.

“I knew you had a crush on her. But that’s as far as it goes from here on out. I don’t allow my help to deal with any of my colleagues.”

“I have feelings for her and she obviously feels the same.”

“Baron, we have formed a great business and personal relationship. Let’s not destroy it over poor-class help.”

“I see more to her than someone under me or you. I see a beautiful woman that has a lot to offer a man.”

Rupert went over and grabbed a glass from the cupboard. He filled it with water and handed it to him. “Cool off. Remember, I made you what you are, and I can destroy you at the blink of an eye.”

Baron did not utter a single word.

He had the power to ruin Baron’s career.

Baron took a swallow of the water. “There, I’m cooled off. Let’s get down to business.”

Nothing else was said of Tessa. Baron admired her from afar. She stayed out of his sight as much as she could when he visited the Houstons’ home. The young attorney thought of many ways he could make her his own. He had to find a way to get to her without Rupert finding out.

At the time, the Houstons had planned to take a trip with their only daughter, Milandra. The other girls weren’t born yet. This was the ideal time for him to see her. He made his way over to the Houston Estate. The servants’ quarters were a separate residence on the property. Each servant who lived-in had his or her own private room. Each one had an outside entrance into their room.

Baron made his way to Tessa’s room. The sky was dark, but a light pole glowed in front of each quarter. He walked up to her room. The door was ajar. As he eased the door open, he saw the soft glow of low, dimmed lights coming from inside.

In the room, he saw a mahogany bed made up with a dark-brown blanket. A colorful Mexican blanket was folded at the foot of the bed. Two lamps sat on the mahogany nightstands. The polished hardwood floors reflected the shine from the light.

Baron looked over at the window seat. He locked eyes with Tessa. She looked over the shoulder of a man. He saw that the man wore a suit jacket, but his slacks were dropped down to his calves, exposing his legs.

Tessa cried in agony as the man continued to penetrate her. A tear ran down her face as she screamed, “Mr. Houston, it’s Mr. Chavis.”

Rupert let go of her. He turned around, pulled up his pants, and zipped them. Tessa was fully exposed in all of her glorious nudity.

Baron stared at what he had wanted so much to touch—her body. She covered her breasts with her hands as she ran to the bed, got the Mexican blanket from the foot of it, and covered up.

Out of anger, Baron ran over to Rupert. He tried to grab him by the collar, but Houston got to him first, pushing him away from getting any closer to him.

“Don’t you dare ever attempt to come at me. You walk out of this room and forget what you ever saw—or ever wanted. Tessa is mine now. Get out of here,” Rupert ordered.

“I thought you had feelings for me,” Baron said as he looked at her.

“You don’t have the money to give her or to take care of her the way I do,” Rupert called.

“I thought you were out of town,” Baron blurted as he walked toward the door.

“Alana took Milandra away. As you can see, I have business to take care of here. You have no need to question my personal life. Get out!” he yelled.

Dejected, Baron left the room. He swore that one day he would get even with Rupert. And this was the reason he met with Noelle. She had a crush on him.

Noelle could barely look at him without blushing. He thought she would be the perfect way to get revenge on her father. He had just begun to put his vengeful plan in motion, but Rupert was one step ahead of him.

He had to give Rupert time to calm down. Hopefully, he could salvage the mess. He had gotten in trouble with women that he had never gotten to first base with before.

Frustrated, Baron picked up the manila folder that held the latest lawsuit against Houston Commercial Construction Company: a young man who had fallen off a ladder and broken his leg was claiming expenses for damages. As always, Baron tried to help the company pay little or no money on claims against the company. The more he tried to drown himself in the case, the more he wondered what reaction his client would have with Noelle.

He went to pick up the phone to contact her, but his secretary tapped on the door. “You may come in, Sara.”

Holding his appointment schedule in her hand, Sara entered the room, dressed in a beige skirt outfit. Her once brownish hair was beginning to streak with gray strands. She looked over at her boss, a man she longed to have in her personal life. Despite all the years she had worked for Baron, she still grew nervous in his presence. She would have given anything to tell him her true feelings, but loyalty to her job kept her quiet. “I thought maybe we could go over your next few appointments.”

“Let’s take care of that first thing in the morning. Do me a favor: cancel any appointments I have for the rest of the day. I need to run out.”

“Yes, Mr. Chavis.”

“Thanks, Sara; you’re a lifesaver.” He smiled.

Sara blushed because she felt comforted knowing that he relied on her. She closed the door behind her.

Baron leaned back in his seat. His thoughts went to the day that he first met Rupert.

He had exceeded his ultimate dream, passing the Bar exam, which led him to a job at a local law office called Newman Law Firm. The first case assigned to him was from Houston Commercial Construction Company. Rupert was one of Newman’s biggest clients.

Baron met with Mr. Houston and shared a pot of coffee in one of Newman’s meeting rooms. They discussed—detail by detail—what Rupert expected from the case. Simply put, he was to pay no money to a man who pretended to have damaged his knee while working for him. He was to prove the man’s injury was pre-existing. Through investigation and long hard work, Baron did exactly that. He saved Houston Commercial Construction Company over fifty thousand dollars.

Rupert was impressed with the eagerness that Baron showed in his job. He began to give all of his business, and personal cases, directly to him. Then one day he asked the hardworking attorney to leave Newman Law Firm to come work as a personal attorney for his company.

Baron could not resist. This meant more money for him. He worked diligently until he opened his own private practice, Chavis Law Firm, inside one of Houston’s office buildings. He handled all of Houston’s business and personal legal issues.

Now, Baron felt that he had to make amends with Rupert. He was thankful for all of the help he had given him professionally, but the pain of losing Tessa left him heartbroken on a personal level, and he directed his anger toward Rupert.

Baron leaped out of his seat. This wasn’t the right time to get totally even with him. What was he thinking? Rupert had handed him a few more cases in the last month, keeping him swamped with work. He smoothed out his suit jacket and made his way out of the door.

Inside his black Lexus, he called Noelle. He wondered whether she was aware that her father knew of their brief encounter. Her phone rang, but she did not answer.

“Come on…pick up, Elle,” he said as he called her the nickname he had given her.

He drove in the direction of the Houston Estate. He hoped Rupert had cooled off some. He had to undo the damage that might cause the cases he had on his desk to be revoked.

Cases equaled dollars, and those, Baron did not want to lose.



Chapter 4

Noelle pulled out her cell phone and called Baron.

He answered, “Hello, Elle. I’ve been trying to reach you.”

She cried, “Tragedy has struck our family. It’s Mother and Father! I think they’re dead!”

“Dead?” he questioned, as he couldn’t believe what he had heard. “I’m already here. I was coming to see your father. I’m getting out of the car as we speak. Hang up.”

Noelle shut her cell phone off. Baron made his way into the house. Noelle rushed into his arms. He patted her on the head. “Stay calm.”

He looked to see Alana lying on the floor. He took her pulse and realized that she was gone. He ran up the stairs and found Kenley still curled up against the wall. “Stay calm,” he said to her as well.

He went down to the east wing. Milandra sobbed as she held on to her father. Baron lifted her off of him. “Come on, Milandra. Stay calm.” He led her to where Kenley sat. “You Houstons need to comfort each other.”

Baron went back down to the east wing, but this time he went to Rupert’s study. He hurried over to his laptop computer. Rupert was still logged on. Baron strolled down through all of the emails in his mailbox files until he saw the email that he was looking for. He saw that the email came from juicyascanbe. He deleted it.

He ran back down the east wing and stepped over Rupert to enter the master suite. He looked around until he discovered the destroyed cell phone on the floor. He dared not put any of his fingerprints on the phone. This was a crime scene until the cause of death was pronounced.

Baron stepped back over Rupert to leave the suite when he noticed his eyes were still open and as sharp as a blade. He knelt down and closed Rupert’s eyes.

“Damn! I wanted to pay you back, but not to this extent.” Baron became sentimental over the death of the man who had helped build his career. He wiped his watery eyes as he stood up and noticed the paramedics approaching the room. “Hello, I’m Baron Chavis, the Houstons’ attorney and friend.”

“Do you know exactly what happened here?” one of them asked.

“No, I’ll have to get one of his daughters to tell you. I arrived shortly before you,” he explained.

Baron made his way to get Milandra, since she was the oldest. She was huddled down on the floor with her sisters, in tears.

“The paramedics need to speak to you. They need to know what might have happened,” he said.

Milandra wept as he helped her to stand up. He placed his arms around her and led her down the hall. She trembled as she explained to the paramedics what happened. “My sisters and I had just come home from a day out with our mother. Mother was on her way into her room to take her daily heart medicine when she discovered Father on the floor. I guess the shock of seeing him lying there was more than she could bear. She tried to warn us but was unable to speak. She gasped for breath, and the next thing we knew she had tumbled down the stairs. My father, I have no clue as to what happened to him. Is he okay?” Milandra hoped he might have just fainted.

“I’m afraid not; your father is also dead. From the look of things he had a massive heart attack, and so did your mother.”

“No, not Father and Mother. They’re our life. We breathe for our parents. My God, what will we do without them?” Milandra ran back to her sisters. She cried. “Father is dead, too.”

Her sisters heard her loud and clear. Kenley stomped her feet rapidly on the floor. Noelle banged her fist against the wall until a colorful painting of a floral arrangement fell and crumbled into tiny pieces of glass. Milandra leaned against the wall and sobbed.

Baron came to their rescue. “Girls, try to get control of yourselves. Think of what your father and mother would say if they were here.”

The sisters thought of what their parents would say. They knew that their words would be empowering: that no matter what troubles happen in their family, they must stand tall and gain strength from each other. And when joy comes their way, they should rejoice in unity, for they are forever Houstons.

Just like robots, the girls wiped away their sobbing eyes. They brushed off their linen clothes. They went downstairs into the open-spaced kitchen adjacent to a family room where a plasma television showed the news. In a matter of time, their family’s sadness would be plastered over the television screen, as well as the front pages of every local newspaper.

“Kenley, get something cold out of the refrigerator for us to drink. Noelle, you get the glasses,” Milandra instructed.

Kenley opened the refrigerator door that was hidden behind a wooden cabinet. She spotted a bottle of sparkling cider.

Noelle took out three crystal glasses. She filled one with extra ice, for which Kenley could not do without. She filled the glasses with cider. Each sister held up her glass.

“We’re Houstons. We’ll get through this,” Milandra toasted.

“It’s going to be so hard,” Noelle admitted.

“Why did this have to happen? I wish I hadn’t given Mother such a hard time about where I wanted my party. I hate becoming sixteen. How can I have a birthday party without Mother and Father?” Kenley wept.
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